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ALL WHO KNOW ME NOT. 


I IMPLORE your candour in reading the fol- 
lowing trifling productions of a female pen, 
chiefly written in the thoughtleſs years of 
youth, and never with a deſign of making 
them public. The ardent wiſh of extricating 
an amiable and worthy family from their pre- 


ſent difficulties, inclined me to adopt this only 


method in my power of proving the force of 


my friendſhip; and if the kindneſs and genero- 


ſity of my friends, either from motives of cu- 


rioſity, friendſhip, or benevolence, enable me to 
ſucceed in my attempt, it will fully compenſate 


for the apprehenſion and anxiety that, at this 


| time, opprels the mind of 


TIE AUTHOR. 
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POEMS. 


ODE 
TO SIR CHARLES HANBURY IFILLIAMS, 


WRITTEN IN 1749. 


I. 


WILLIAus, I ſing the auſpicious day 
When Heaven conducted you this way, 
To bleſs my future life : 
When round the chearful board we ſat, 
You firſt propoſed the grand debate 
Of huſband and of wife. 


18 


POEMS. 


I. 
You firſt the pleaſing theme began; 
Then bade us all deſcribe the man 
With whom we wiſh'd to wed: 
What his condition, fortune, age— 
*Twas youth and beauty, you'd engage, 
Which turns the female head. 


* III. 
My ſiſters prudently conceaPd 
Their thoughts, *twas I alone reveal'd 
The ſecrets of my heart : 
My nature, free from all diſguiſe, 
Confirm'd too plainly by my eyes 


I felt love's pow'rful ſmart. 


IV. 
But fay ! what mortal could withſtand, 
When Mars affiſted Cupid's hand 
To pierce my tender breaſt? 


Twas 


POEMS. 3 


*Twas prudent ſurely to ſubmit, 
And far beyond weak woman's wit 


With gods to dare conteſt. 


Wn, 

But with what words can be expreſs'd 
The joy that fill'd my raptur'd breaſt, 
When you my choice approved ! 

When Williams his aſſiſtance lends 
Need I deſpair to gain my ends, 
By Fox ſo much beloved“? | N 


VI. 


Without their aid ambition 's vain, 


Valour can ne'er its end obtain | ' 
If Fox refuſe his aid: 
With eloquence then plead my cauſe, 
And by a well-deſerved applauſe 
Draw merit from its ſhade. 


* Mr, Fox, then Secretary of Var. 


B2 But 


POEMS. 


VII. 
But if your friend, with ſuppliants tired, 
Seems flow to grant the boon deſired, 
One hope there ſtill remains :— 
Paint well the tender moving tale, 
You muſt on Caroline prevail, 8 | 


Sh' has felt Love's pleaſing pains. 


VIII. 
Such perfect love unites this pair, 
He *ll not refuſe her any pray'r 
She wiſhes to obtain : 
When Hymen ſuch examples ſhows, 
How dare mankind e'er be his foes, 


Or murmur at his chain ? 


THE 


POEMS. 3 


THE VISION. 


I sTro0D methought on ſome dark loneſome plain, 
No ſheltering cot in view, no ſtraggling ſwain, 
No bleating lamb, nor faithful ſpaniel lay, 

Nor any friendly guide to point my way. 

The ſcene was awful, and methought with fear 
I trembling gazed for dread of danger near; 
When, lo! I ſee a waggon flow appear : 

At its approach my heart with rapture beat, 
And thus its ancient driver ſtraight I greet.— 
Welcome! thrice welcome to my longing ſight, 
You eaſe my fears, and give my heart delight ; 
If to my prayer you Il lend your willing aid, 
And ſafe convey to ſome ſequeſter'd ſhade 

An innocent, a young defenceleſs maid.— 
—Fair virgin, then the hoary ſage replied, 


No longer fear, but take me for thy guide; 


With 


= POEMIS. 


With pleaſure I have watch'd thy youthful prime, 


For know this ancient garb denotes me Time. — 


Surpriſed, o'erjoy'd, I eagerly replied, 

Tell me, O rev'rend fire, tell me beſide 

It in this loaded waggon which I ſee 

Thou haſt a preſent yet in ſtore for me? 
Remain there yet new jubilees or ball, 
Where I may ſhine the envy of them all? 

Or more, my pleaſure, pride, and hope to fix, 
Say, do'ſt thou bring me a dear coach and fix !— 
Vain idle girl, return'd the wiſe old man, 
Build not thy happineſs on this falſe plan; 
For I deſign thee far ſuperior joy, 

Such as not Time himſelf could ever cloy : 
And ſaying this, preſented me his hand; 
Then lightly brandiſhing his magic wand, 

It ſoon convey'd us to a diſtant land. 


A ſmall neat cottage now appear'd in view, 


Tho? ſmall, yet elegant, t'was neat and new ; | 
Around | 


=\ 


POEMS. 


Around it all look'd lively, gay, and green, 

And ſeem'd to ſpeak ſerenity within. 

Pleas'd with the proſpect, charm'd with the retreat, 
Tell me, faid I, who owns this rural ſeat ? 

What happy pair inhabits this ſweet place, 

Fav'rites of heaven, and bleſt of human race 3 

That happineſs which charms thy blooming age, 
This cot, theſe ſhades, be thine, replied the ſage. 
But as not paradiſe itſelf could pleaſe, 

Till 7w0 were form'd each other's cares to eaſe, 
So Heaven ordains, to render bleſt thy ſtate, 

A ſecond Adam for thy much-loved mate : 
And pointing to a door that open'd wide, 

He bade me ſee my future lord and guide, 

But how ſhall I my fleeping thoughts expreſs, 
The raptures how deſcribe that fill'd my breaſt ; 
Or how make known the pleaſing dear ſurpriſe, 
When your lov'd image bleſt my longing eyes; 
And with a graceful air and tender look. 


Approach'd, and thus the mutual ſilence broke: 


Come 


8 | POEMS. 


Come on, my fair, I take thee for my wife ; 
And may no care, may no domeſtic ſtrife 
E'er damp our pleaſures, or diſturb our joy, 
Nor from exceſs of fondneſs may they cloy ; 
But every year may ſome new charm unfold, 
That as our youth ſhall fade and we grow old, 
Eſteem and friendſhip may {till more increaſe, 
Supplying comfort, when our raptures ceaſe !— 
Enough, my ſon, our good old patron cried, 
P11 anſwer for ye both, receive your bride; 
And as the circling years roll o'er your head, 
Plenty ſhall crown your board, and peace your bed! 
My beating heart, with gratitude oppreſt, 
No longer would permit my mind to reſt, 
Diſſolv'd the dream, and with the op'ning morn 


I found my wiſhes, hopes, and fears, return! 


ODE 


| 
| 
| 


—— — — — 


POEMS. 9 


ODE 
TO HAMPTON O“, 
WRITTEN IN 1751. 


. 


Hail, favour'd ſhades! Hail, bleſt retreat, 
Where mild Content has fix'd her ſeat. 


With all her lovely train! 
Stray'd from the cottage, and the cell, 
Here Health, and Peace, and Pleaſure, dwell, 


Here they unite their reign. 


It, 
Forſaken tho? by king and court, 
Beneath thy walls the Muſes ſport, 


Here fix their bleſt abode ; 
> Windſor; 


* 


{ 


' POEMS. 


Windſor with thee no longer vies, 


Her empire with her poet dies, 


On thee the palm 's beſtow'd. 


Il. 
Thou, where each Grace had choſe her ſeat, 
Where ſparkling eyes were wont to greet, 
In William's glorious reign ; 
When love, with ceremonious fire, 
Breath'd the warm wiſh of young deſire, 


In many a flattering ſtrain : 


IV. 


Thou, whoſe green ſhades, whoſe walks among 


Now humbler, happier beautics throng, 


And gild the ſiniling ſcene ; 


And, ſcap'd from London's ſmoky tow'rs, 


Find *mid thy freſh and fragrant bow'rs 


Gay mirth and peace ſerene, 


Nature 


POEMS. IJ] 


V. 
Nature and art together join, 
While various beauties they combine, 
Thy ſumptuous halls to grace; 
All that a builder's art could frame, 
All that excites the poet's flame, 


Adorns this favour'd place. 


VI. 


No courtier's art ſhall thee defile; 


The cringing bow, the fawning ſmile, 
The falſe deceitful friend, 

Long fince are baniſh'd thy domain, 

And Love and Innocence thy fane, 


Thy hallow'd tow'rs, defend: 


VII. | 
The faithful ſwain and tender nia 
Happy beneath thy verdant ſhade, 
Secure from fear or ill, 1 


8 | Each 


nr 
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POEMS. 


Each day their ſolemn vows renew, 
With pray'r each pow'r propitious ſue, 


Their wiſhes to fulfil. 


VIII. 
Nor leſs the huſband fond and true 
Shall hither haſte thy gifts to view, 
With his admiring mate ; 
To pleaſe each other both ſo prone, 
The libertine himſelf ſhall own 
Their's is the bliſsful ſtate. 


IX, 
No jealous fears, ambitious ſchemes, 
No politician's feveriſh dreams, 
Our comforts here moleſt ; 
Mutual good-will each boſom warms, 
Mutual good humour's ſmiling charms, 


Preſide in ev'ry breaſt! 


ON 
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POEMS. 


IN MAY, 


rom lis firſt Campaign in Germany. 


1IHOU blooming bright'ner of the year, 
Fair queen of flowers, haſte ! appear ! 
With eager joy I fly to meet 

Thy Bag ting and too tardy feet. 

Behold with what officious care 


For thee each maiden decks her hair; 


The ſwains, with garlands on their brow, 


To thee with flaviſh homage bow; 
The plowman as he whiſtling ſtands 
O'er his uncultivated lands, 

The thoughts of thee hi toils beguile, 


While eager he awaits thy ſmile: 


ON MY HUSBAND's EXPECTED RETURN 


14 


POEAMIS. 


By gard'ner too, with equal haſte, 
In order beds of flowers are placed ; 
At thy approach, he joyous ſees 
Thy influence o'er his favourite trees. 
Cloth'd in their ſummer ſuit fo gay, 
To welcome thee, iweet ſmiling May ! 
The milkmaid ſcarce contains her joy, 
Thy charms ſo much her mind employ ; 
In cv'ry hedge ſhe lays a claim 
To flow'rs that bear thy favour'd name; 
And all thy artleſs charms enjoys 
Beyond the richeſt glitt'ring toys ! 
Theſe, theie, and more await the day, 
That uſhers in my favorite May ! 
But what feel theſe, compar'd to me, 
Whoſe ev'ry bliſs depends on thee ; 
No huſband dear can bleſs my fight 
Till thou convey the fond delight; 
Led by thy hand, he'll homeward ſpeed, 
And I ſhall know a joy indeed! 

A joy 


POEMS. | 15 


A joy long ſtranger to my heart, 
When come! O may it ne'er depart ! 
Bleſt with his love, I then might ſay, 


That ev'ry month is ſweet as May! 


— 


POEMS. 


THE INFANT'S PETITION 


_ 70 BE NURSED AT HOAI. 


W HAT ! baniſh me my native home ! 
Thus early ſent abroad to roam ! 
Commit me to a ſtranger's care, 

Who in my;plins will feet no ſhare ! 
Should fits diſturb my midnight reſt, 
She'd ſcold that I her dreams moleſt ; | 


And with rude hands, and ruder ſtrains, 


Add to my miſery and pains.— 

Was it for this I ſaw the light, 

To be debarr'd my parent's ſight * 
Not ſo the little bleating lamb, 

Who cloſe attends the foſt*ring dam; 

She ne'er gives up the mother's part, 


But leaves to man this cruel art. 


Then 


1 


7 
\ 


POEMS. 


Then hear me when I fondly ſue 


For what &'en nature makes my due. 


Think what muſt be the mother's pleaſure, 


Who fondly ſees her infant treaſure 
With laughing eye her arms employ, = 
And, crowing with unconſcious joy, 
Seems from a grateful heart to ſay, 

_ parent's care no thanks can pay.” 


Think what a father's ſoft delight, 


When gay I gambol in his fight; 


Think his fond heart what rapture warms, 


When pleas'd I ſpring into his arms, 


My little hands ſmooth o'er his face, 


And in my likeneſs ſpeak my race; 


For want of words gay looks employ, 


—Such looks! as give fond parents joy— 
In which they fancy they can ſee 
A ſoul from vice and folly free. 


Indeed, PII try your lives to cheer, 


My cries ſhall ceaſe when you appear, 
Your kiſs ſhall dry the falling tear. 


17 


D | Should 
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Should nurſe beſtow, with ſcanty care, 


My morn's repaſt, my ev'ning's fare, 
Mama, attentive to my cry, 
Will all my infant wants ſupply, 
ler watchful eye my ſureſt guard, 
Jy fondeſt love her beſt reward. 
Then let not nature plead in vain, 
Deaf to her cries no more remain; 
My growing years I will employ 
To give my parents peace and Joy 3 
Attentive to their wiſh or will, 
With pleaſure each command fulfil, 
And time ſhall only ſerve to prove 


How well I will deſerve their love. 


WRITTEN 
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POEMS. 12 


WRITTEN AS FROM MY 
BERNEY, 
then two Years old, to his Futher, then in Trelang 


I, 
FoRCIVE, papa, this bold attempt, 
Nor treat your baby with e 
Who feels himſelf inſpir'd; 
Who, *ſcaped from nurſe's watchful eye, 
Has ſtole the pen mama laid by, 
Buy love and duty fir'd, 


II. 
How ofien when in thoſe fond arms 
You've fondly talk'd o'er all my charms, 
My eyes, my face admir'd 
: D 2 My 


POEMS. 


My little heart how it woule ſwell; 
And how I long'd for ſpeech to tell 
What gratitude inſpir'd! 


III. 


Your parting kiſs till warms my face. 


No waſh can that dear mark deface, 

*Tis laſting as your love: 
Judge you how ſtrong the mark was made; 
Since all the tears mama has ſhed 


TH impreſſion could not move. 


"IF; 
But ſince Reflection lent her aid; 
And Memory, her attendant maid, 


To me their gifts impart : 


Since by their aid I'm taught to know 
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What children to their parents owe, * 


Their laws ſhall guide my heart. 


Fo 
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Batt 
To prove theſe promiſes are true, 
I'll tell you what I mean to do, 
Your kindneſs to deſerve : 
PII eat whate'er my nurſe thinks fit, 
And to my bath each morn ſubmit, 


And will my health preſerve. 


VI. 
Or if mama, to grief a prey, 
Should ſigh as ſhe has done to day, 
And weep for her dear mate; 
PII kiſs the tears off as they flow, 
And will ſuch love and fondneſs ſhew, 
She ſhall her griefs forget. 


VII. 
My little ſiſter too ſhall ſhare 
A brother's love, a brother's care, 


To ſooth her infant ſorrow ; 
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and 


2, 
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And ſince poor doll has broke her eye. 
My new year's gift ſhall gladly buy 


A wax one for to-morrow. 


VII. 


My pannikin, my boat, ſhe'll find 


PII lend her with a willing mind, 

And eke my coral too; 
Nay, ſhould ſhe e'en my playthings crave, 
My very playthings ſhe ſhou'd have— 


What more can brother do ? 


IX. 
Continue then, my dear papa, 
To love your boy and his mama, 
For them preſerve your heart : 
With others tho' you laugh and play, 
And trifle the dull hours away, 


They claim of that no part : 


And 
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X. 
And when theſe ten long months are o'er, 
When we ſhall meet to part no more, 
With rapture then your boy 
Shall with his tongue, as with his feet, 
Haſten your well-known voice to meet, 


And both will tell his joy ! 


CITE 
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THE EPITHALAMIUM, 
ON 


CORYDON AND ELIZA. 


I. 
COME Hock here, ye ſongſters ſo gay, 
Bring hither your Iyres ready ſtrung, 
Who would not rejoice on this day ? 


[ts joys far and near ſhall be ſung. 


II. 
See! Corydon leads forth his bride, 
As he paſſes each maid drops a ſigh; 


It was once their ambition and pride 


To catch but one glance from his eye. 


But 
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III. 
But Eliza firſt charm'd his young heart, 
Nor could dangers his paſſion ſubdue; 
From his vows he wou'd never depart, 


To her ever conſtant and true. 


| IV. 
In Him Venus hop'd to recover 
That Adonis whoſe loſs ſhe * 


She envied Eliza her lover, 


And Cupid's aſſiſtance implor'd. 


V. 
But he told her, her paſſion was vain, 
For Corydon faithful and true 


To Eliza would ever remain, 


Though the goddeſs in perſon to wo. 
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So 
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VI. 


So rare an example of truth 
You may ſeek for in vain thro” the plains: 
Ah! where will you find ſuch a youth 


Amongſt the gay modern young ſwains !— 


VII. 
So diſcreet, unaffected, ſincere, 
Vet neither preſumptuous nor vain; 
Tho' Eliza herſelf made appear 
How fondly ſhe lov'd her young ſwain. 


| VIII. 
Rejoice then, ye old and ye young, 

That their virtues at length are thus crown'd; 
Let the harps and the lutes be all ſtrung, 


And their healths drank in bumpers around : 


For 


POE Ms. 


0 
2 


IX. 
For, tho? griev'd and tormented of /ate, 
Hymen holds out his arms at their ſight, 
And, forgetting his troubles of Nate®*, 


Receives his new gueſts with delight. 


* Written the year the Marriage-act paſſed. 
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ODE 
TO GENERAL JOHN HALE 
ON HIS MARRIAGE. 


I. 
W HEN Mars decreed his favourite ſon 
Should forth to meet the Spaniſh don, 
New conqueſts to obtain; 
The god, to his amazement, found 
The warrior ſtretch'd upon the ground, 


Nor knew the love. ſick ſwain. 


| Il. 
What means, cried he, this ſight, my ſon ? 
Is this the hero I have known 
So valiant at Quebec ? 
| For 
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For ſhame, let me again diſcover 
Myſelf in thee, ſhake off the lover, 
This idle paſſion check. 


i. 
Like you, I've had my hours of ſighing, 
Like you, at Venus” feet lay dying, 


Have known love's joy and woe : 


But rouſe, young man, tis my decree, 


That England's foes ſhall find from thee 


Their final overthrow. 


IV. 


No ſooner had the god thus ſpoke, 


Than from his trance the hero broke, 


To climes unknown he ſteer'd ; 


Heedleſs of ev*ry other dart 


But that he carry'd in his heart, 


No foe but love he fear d.— 


Nobly 
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V. 
Nobly the toils of war ſuſtain'd ; 
And having wealth and glory gain'd, 
Triumphant he returns : 
Behold him fly his fair to meet, 
He throws his trophies at her feet, 


He ſighs, and courts, by turns ! 


VI. 
As Deſdemona did of old, 
She liſten'd to the tales he told, 
She pity'd, till ſhe lov'd: 
She begg' d 85 $0 lend an ear, 
And, while the fair one quaked with fear, 
Her ſoldier ſhe approv'd. 


vn. 
Herſelf the gives to crown his toil— 
The ſweeteſt and the richeſt ſpoil 
That fortune could confer ;— 


Hymen 


the character of the nymph Euphroſyne. 


nnn © 


- Hymen and Cupid both agree 
To bleſs him with Euphroſyne* ; 


He conquer'd but for her. 


| vill. 
Aſſiſt now, all ye heav'nly choir, 
Each muſe bring forth her ſweeteſt lyre, 
This theme 9 worth your care 
Behold from forth her mother's arms, 
Radiant in all her native charms, 


He leads his blooming fair 


IX. 
Venus and Mars, together join, 
With flow'ry bands your children twine, 
Their hearts as hands infold: 
Let ſprightly joy, and ſmiling peace, 
Each year their preſent bliſs increaſe, 
Till time and they grow old. 


* Sir Joſhua Reynolds had juſt then painted Mrs. John Hale in 


TO 
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TO THE HON. MR. B. 
AT THE INN AT 


ON READING HIS ACCOUNT OF HIS TRAVELS 


AND is it thus, through num'rous weary miles, 
Th' improving mind the heavy hours beguiles ? 
Whilſt o'er the hills you caſt th' inquiring eye, 
Your Maker's works paſs not unheeded by : 
The wood, the lawn, the little ſilver ſtream, 
Afford a heart like your's a grateful theme; 
Nor does the grave-ſtone preach in vain to one 
Who thus explores inſtruction from the tomb: 
And when from ſubjects of more weight you bend, 
| With playful humour which can none offend, 
The hoſt, the hoſteſs, whom we fancy'd fled, 
With Fielding buried, and with Mallet dead, 
| we 
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We ſee reviv'd in your delightful route, 

Again pourtray'd, behold the human brute! 

The bills exorbitant, the wretched cheer, 

With ſcarce a welcome to receive me here |— 
Then whilſt each vacant head and heart we meet, 

Parading up and down St. James's-ſtreet, 

Alike unfurniſh'd both of ſenſe and knowledge, 

Evaporating all they learnt at college; 

Mount you your poney each ſucceſſive year, 

And, by your ſummer flights, our winters cheer : 

But let me recommend it to your care, 

Your faithful ſpaniels' weary ſteps to ſpare :— 

Could I but wayward fortune's bounties fs: 


Your journey next ſhould be in coach and ſix. 


F WRITTEN 
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\ WRITTEN AT MISTLEY 
| JAT MI 
5 | JUNE 22, 1778. 


The firſt time of my going thither aſter I had loj! 
| my Son. 


1. 
WITH ſtreaming eyes and tortur'd heart, 
Miſtley ! thy groves I view ; 
No Berney now to take a part, 


And ſhare thy beauties too ! 


II. 
O Mem'ry ! why the days renew, 
When o'er this much-lov'd ſcene 
Maternal pride and pleaſure threw | 


Her freſheſt, brighteſt green ? | | | 


Then 


POEMS. *M 
II 
Then with what bliſs I ſaw this place 
But, O! thoſe days are fled; 
Thoſe pleaſures I no more can taſte, 


For, ah! my Berney's dead! 
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IV. 
Exclude yon gay and giddy throng, 
*Gainſt mirth ſhut faſt the door; 
To me ſuch gueſts can ne'er belong, 


: For Berney's now no more! 
„ 
<A f 


V. 
Far from theſe orgies let me keep, 
Which mock a mother's woe: 


Let me unſeen, unnotic'd weep, 
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My tears for Berney flow. 


1 2 The 
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VI. 
The nightingale, and plaintive dove, 
Are now fit mates for me; 
Emblems of innocence and love 


Emblems ! my child, of thee! 


VII. 
Thy much-lov'd brother too in tears ! 
Yes, well may he deplore; 
Companions from your earlieſt years 


Companions now no more! 


VIII. 
But, hark! what ſolemn ſtrain from high 
Salutes my raviſh'd ce? 
Methinks I hear an angel cry, 
„ Behold thy Berney here 


« Ungrateful 


* 
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IX. 
„ Ungrateful wretch ! and can thy fight 
By faith no higher riſe? | 
* Behold with wonder and delight 
« Thy Berney in the ſkies le 


— . 
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TO MR. JAMES, 


ON HIS PICTURE OF MY SON BERNARD. | 


WW HAT thanks hat boundleſs thanks are due, 
My kind, my. ſkilful friend, to you! 
Whoſe godlike art, by genius giv'n, 


Thus draws an angel down from Heav'n!— 


With rapture o'er again I trace 

The features of his ſpeaking face : 

So pleaſingly your ſkill deceives, 

The wretched mother ſcarce believes 


Her child is dead with anxious pain 


She waits to ſee it breathe again! | 


LINES 


POEMS. | 39 


LINES 


ON THE DEATH OP MY BELOVED BERNEY. 


AND fhall thy father's pen alone 


Recite thy worth, my much-lov'd ſon ? 


Shall he alone, with cheriſh'd pain, 


To mem'ry tune the mournful ſtrain ? 
O, no! thy mother's bleeding heart 
Claims a full right to add her part 
Of juſteſt praiſe, to thee well due, 
From thoſe who beſt thy virtues knew. 
How did his thoughts for ever bend, 
To prove himſelf our tender friend! 
How did he lighten ev'ry care, 

How heighten joy, how ſorrow ſaare ! 
With fondeſt gratitude he ſtrove 

To pay us back the debt of love! 
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His father's pains he'd watch and ſooth, 
The couch of ſickneſs gently ſmooth ; 
And to his mother's arms wou'd fly, 


His joys to tell, his tears to dry ! 


But huſh! be calm! complaints give o'er, 


The hand that ſtruck the blow—adore ! 
Lift up in faith thy weeping eyes, 
Behold thy child !-—in Paradiſe! 


10 
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TO HIS GRACE 
THE ARCHBISHOP OF CANTERBURY. 


SENI ON GOOD-FRIDAY, APRIL 18, 1783. 


IN this unthinking, eaſy age, 

When pleaſure does all minds engage, 

| | When the great, vulgar, and the ſmall, 
Victims to diſſipation fall! 

Allow, my Lord, a real friend, 


For no mean view, no worldly end, 
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To lay her thoughts and hopes before ye, 
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Founded on ancient ſcripture ſtory.— 
When th' Almighty's lifted hand 
Vow'd vengeance on a guilty land, 


The pray'r of Abraham then had pow'r 
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T* avert the ſad impending hour; 
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As firſt and beſt among his race, 

He mov'd the Lord to ſhew them grace : 
You ! now are in the patriarch's place; 
Then like that patriarch good and great, 
Step forth to ſave a ſinking ſtate ; 

Ere yet th' avenging thunders roll, 

Ere yet they ſtrike the guilty ſoul, 
Implore forgiveneſs for our crimes, 
Extended e'en to foreign climes : 
Whether where either India ſees 

The Britiſh ſpoiler proudly ſeize 

Her fatal treaſures, and deſpiſe 

God's gracious law, and nature's ties; 
Or where poor Afric's duſky race, 

Torn from each fond, each laſt dnbrace, 


In chains is dragg'd o'er ſeas away, 


To fierce Oppreſſion's ſcourge a prey; 


Step forth, e'er yet it be too late, 


Avert our wretched nation's fate; 


In 


meer 
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In your high miſſion, God implore— 
That God! our fathers did adore ! 
That God ! whoſe mercy 1s the ſame, 
The pow'rful ! wonderful! I AM !— 
Ordain'd our high and ſacred prieſt, 
Caſt down the idols of the Beaſt, 
That calf of faction, at whoſe ſhrine, 


Men, women, children, all combine 


| To pay their worſhip !—As of yore 


The God they've made, they all adore — 
Thou, from thy high confpleucit ſtation, 
By thy mild doctrine ſave the nation, 
Who all agree to own thy merit, 

Thy ſenſe, thy learning, and thy ſpirit. 


Exert then all our hearts to clear, 


| There let the great reform appear; 
Be England's pledge. Sodom of yore 


Had not of varied crimes in ſtore, 


To urge th' Almighty's vengeful hand, 
More !—than infeſts our Britiſh land 
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44 | POEMS. 


TO MRS. MOORE, 


ON THE BIRTH OF THE FIRST CHILD EVER BORN | 
IN LAMBETH PALACE. 


OCTOBER 13, 1786. 


I. 


HARK !—What means that joyous ſound, | 
Which thro? this ancient palace rings ? | 
Makes ev'ry vaulted arch rebound, 
And to the winds its echo flings ! 
A hats a heaven-born babe 1s born 4 


Whoſe talents ſhall this roof adorn. 


II. | 
When Catherine gave the piercing cry, 
That did her child-birth pangs proclaim, 
Each portrait“ ſeem'd to vivify, 
Amazement ſhook each frame! 


* Mrs. Moore lay-in next to the gallery of the pictures of the | 
archbiſhops. | | | 


Behold 


* e 
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Behold how each right reverend ſire 


Seem'd ſtruck as with Promethian fire. 


III. 
Lo! where the lovely mother lies, 
Fer infant at her breaſt ! 
Parental joy beams from her eyes; 
Bleſſing! but ſtill more bleſt. 


View her, and bluſh with conſcious ſhame 


Each modiſh, lazy, modern dame. 


IV. 
From Moore, the favourite of Heav'n, 


Lambeth receives an heir; 


May to this privilege be giv'n 


To fix his virtues there ! 


From ſon to ſon may they deſcend, 


Till Time himſelf ſhall have an end. 
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ON THE DEATH OF MISS MOORE. 


SHALL ev'ry pen but mine ſet forth 
Thy num'rous virtues, matchleſs worth, 
Sweet Mary !—Thee deplore !? 
Forbid it, friendſhip, love, and truth, 


For ſure from infancy to youth 


None ever lov'd thee more. 
So ſung my Muſe But huſh, my friend, 


A ſweeter voice bids thee attend! 


THE VISION. 
AS reſtleſs the fond parent lay, 
Watching the flow approach of day, 
A form appears ſo bright and mild, 
It is! It is my darling child! 
In agony, the mother cried. 


It is! (the heavenly gueſt replied) : 


„ The 
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«© The gracious Pow'r that rules above, 
And ſmiles well pleas'd on filial love, 
“Has granted to my earneſt oray'e 

<« That thou ſhalt be my conſtant care; 
* As guardian angel, I may wait, 

«© And partly rule thy future fate. 
Now turn thine eyes on him, whoſe love i 
Is ſanctify'd by God above; ; 
« On him, who fondly ſhares thy grief, 


6 
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„Let thy ſoft heart give his relief: 
* My brothers too! O eaſe their pain, 
„Let them not ſue, and ſue in vain ; 


* They who, with ſuch aſſiduous care, 


6 


«a 


In ev'ry ſigh have borne their ſhare, 
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La 


In pity heighten not their woe, 
+ This luxury of grief forego 


» 


* 


Nor baniſh from your tender breaſt 


1 


a 


That boy, you have ſo often preſt; 
6 Fcr from your children's wedded ties, 


* A ſecond Mary ſhall ariſe, 
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* Who ſhall your future care engage, 
* And be the comfort of your age; | 


“ And whilſt in her, myſelf I ſee, | | 


_ © Your frequent viſitor PII bay - © | 


% Watchful alike by night and day, 
“ Your joys I'll ſhare, your griefs allay, 
« Till Heav'n decrees all trials o'er, 


And that we meet to part no more.” 
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TO MRS. 


WIL prightly W condeſcend 


To liſten, if a faithful friend, 


Without poetic aid, or art, 

Shall aught of uſe to her impart? 
And meaning well, tho? void of ſkill, 
Attention raiſe by mere good-will ? 
Your wit and parts, by all confeſt, 
Muſt ſtand ſevereſt critics” teſt ; 

Yet ſtill'tis whiſper*d in my car, 

&« 77 ue, ſhe is clever, but "AO - 


„ And merely for ſatiric ends 


* {{utards th' eſteem of many friends. 
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* What though her genius, poliſh'd bigh, 


© May all ſarcaſtic facers dety ; 


„Vet, it with fatire it abounds, 


*« The more it ſhines, the more it wounds.” 


Hold ! 


H 
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Hold! hold! ye ſnarlers, peace! I cry'd, 
Your criticiſm 's miſapplied : 
Would you impoſlibles deſire, | 
To ſmell the roſe without the briar ? 


Dull and inſipid were the feaſt, 


If poignant ſauce give not its zeſt. 


Did ye but reliſh ſenſe or taſte, 

You'd find your rancor all miſplac'd. 
Aſſert, my fair one, then your right, 
Let wit o ercome their rage and ſpite; 
While I moſt bun wait your nod, 
Tho? laſh'd, yet pleas'd to kiſs the rod; 
And bear your keennefs with due awe, 


As from a diamond without flaw. 


EPIGRAMS, 
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EPIGRAMS. 


TO A GENTLEMAN), 


| That had had an intrigue with his Houſekeeper, whe 


complained that ſhe was unhappy and diſcontented. 


My poor Mrs. Blore, 
' Your fate I deplore, 
That now with your conſcience you grapple : 
Like Eve you believ'd, 
When the devil deceiv'd; 
But why would you taſte of the apple? 
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TO ORLANDO FURIOSO, 


On his ſwearing at every word, and calling the 


Author—* An agreeable old WENCH ??. 


Tho eis years paſt a ſcore 
Since I chid Mrs. Blore, 
For wiſhing to know good from evil ! 
Yet I {till can boaſt fire, 
When you ſtir up my ire, 
To ſee you ride polt to the devil! 


To ſwear at each word 
Is moſt truly abſurd, 
As you then ſerve his cauſe without end ; 
For ſurely ſome gains 
[ would have for my pains, 


When I thus choſe Old Nick for my friend! 


O 
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O! what a diſgrace 
To that pretty face, 

To make uſe of expreſſions ſo free! 
Leave ſwearing and wenches 


To the porter-pot benches, 


Let your language and form more agree. 


| WHEN the poor widow gave her mite, 


POEMS. 


— 


To ½ H. ESQ. 


Our Lord beheld her with delight, 
And why? He ſaw into her mind, 
Saw that the gift was well deſign'd, ; 5 | 
And that had fate enlarg'd her ſtore, 


She freely would have given more: 


80 now, as then, each thought and deed 
His piercing eye 155 powe'r to read; | 
And when he ſees the lib'ral hand, . | 
Obedient to his high command, 
Ready to wipe the widow's tears, 


Relieve her woe, remove her fears, 


He caſts to earth a ſmiling look, - 


And notes the dced in judgment's book. 


POEMS, 


THE TRIUMPH OF WEYMOUTH. 


ON SEEING T.4DY 6. F. GO INTO THE SE 1. 


ALL poets agree, 
Venus ſprung from the ſea, 
But none have as yet told us when; 
Till Geny appear'd, 
When our doubts were all clear'd, 


By ſeeing her plunge back again. 


FO THE COUNTESS OF . 


Two phoenixes ſprung from one neſt ! 
How mult the parent bird be bleſt !— 
Alas! one lovely one had I, 

But ſoon it claim'd its native {ky ! 

May Your's hatch others of their kind, 
To benefit and bleſs mankind ! 


Ly 
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TO I. W. FSQ. 
WITH 4 PRESENT OF 4 FRUIT-KNIFF. 


CUPID, they fay, is blind and fickle, 
So oft miſtakes a knife for ſickle, 


And mows his knots aſunder; 


But Friendſhip's ſteady hand is true, | | 


"Tis ſhe preſents this knife to you, 


Truſt it, *twill make no blunder. _ | 


ON BEING DESIRED BY A FRIEND | 
Not to eat ham, when , had hurt ny les 
YouR council's good, and kind your end, 


But Fortune ſent a better friend, 


A friend! who took eſpecial care 


That I ſhould 'ſcape th' intended fnare ; 


In cooking arts prov'd ſo miſtaken, 


To ſave my leg, I loſt my bacon ! 
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TO A YOUNG LADY, 


Li faid fhe had rather ſiuve the wit of Swift, than 


the wiſdom of Solomon. 


BELIEVE me, my dear, | | 
I can make 1t appear, 
| Ihhat wit, without wiſdom, is folly ! ; 
You will certainly find, 4 
| when both are combin'd, 


You are ſurer to pleaſe—my fair Molly. 


n — 


9 A HINT. 


cc 
THE woman es old,” and what is more, 


In friendſhip ſhe is ſuch a bore, 
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I cannot make her comprehend, 


That as a coat, one wears a friend; _ | \' 


FA - SOR «aw Wat ( 


Both—as the humour is inclin'd, 


Each—out of fight, and out of mind. 
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A TRIBUTE OF GRATITUDE. 1 


TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE HELY HUTCHINSON, ] 
AND HIS FAMILY. 7 | 


BUXTON, 1790. 


THINK not, my friends, with eaſe I part | [ 
From thoſe whoſe virtues won my heart ; | 
Whoſe triendly kindneſs ſooth*d that pain, | ſh 

Which nature tir'd could ſcarce ſuſtain; ö 
Whoſe converſe, ſenſible and gay, 


Drove languid qullneſs far away; 

O, no! tho' we are doom'd to part, 
You'll live for ever in my heart: 
Vour father's ſtrong enlighten'd mind, 


Glowing with ſentiments refin'd, 


With ſprightly wit, good manner'd mirth, 
That proves the man of ſenſe and birth. 


Speak : 
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Speak, girls! have I betray'd my truſt ? 


Have I not drawn the picture juſt ? 


You ſketch'd, and I purſu'd the plan, 
Domeſtic life beſt ſhews the man. 

| And, now the humour hits, PII groupe 
At once the dear domeſtic troop. | 
Firſt Catherine, with her matron air, 
Taking the young ones to her care; 
Her father's comfort, and his friend, 
His children's good is all her end: 
And he, with truth, may fairly boaſt, 
Poſſeſſing her, no parent's loſt ! 
'Che lively Mary's face declares 
She 's free from thoughts of houſehold cares; 


When Baxton chaſes ev'ry pain, 


Mirth and Joy attend her train : 


Hygeia ! take her to your arms, 


And quiet all her friends alarms. 


In Prudence, looks, as well as name, 


Perſonify the cautious dame; 


12 We 
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We only wonder to behold 
In one ſo young, a mind fo old! 
While blooming guns years and face | 
Beſpeak her born of Hebe's race: | 
Long may the give to long and dance 
Thoſe years, which, ah! too ſoon advance 
And under Catherine's folt ring care, 
We fear not for this lovely fair! 5 | 
But ſtop, my muſe, nor dare to trace | 
The males that ſpring from Hely's race; 
Above thy feeble ſong they ſoar; 
Let courts of law and ſenates roar | 
Their juſt applauſe—Suffice for you, - 


It now from Dublin's ſhore you view 


Every domeſtic joy in life, 


In, happy Frank, thy matchleſs wife. 


TM PROMPTUCU 


| 
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I\TPROMP IU 


ADDRESSED TO 4 


YOUNG CLERGYMAN. 


WRITTEN IN 1790. 


A PERT young magpie, newly flown, 
Who fancy'd all the grove his own, 
And perch'd upon a neighb'ring ſteeple, 


Had learnt to chatter to the people; 


One day, contending for a ſtraw, 
Was pertly laying down the law, 
Dictating to each bird his part, 
. And thought among his kind, ſmart ! 
Till chance brought there a foreign fowl, 2 


| An old fagacious female owl, | 1 8 
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Who out of patience with his rattle, 
His noiſy and conceited prattle, | 
Could not this ſage advice forbear : | ] 


Manke it, friend Mag, henceforth your care, 


4 Never to venture on a flight 
4. Till well you know your proper height; 
For 'tis not in the magpie ſtation 
LJo ſoar among the feather'd nation: 
« It is a rule by time long fix'd, 
„* When black is in the colours mix'd, 


% TIumility in heart and mind 


“ Beſt pleaſes birds, and human kind.” 


WRITTEN 


g 
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WRITTEN IN MY POST-CHAISE, 
ON QUITTING NORTHAMPTON, 
AND 4DDRESSED YO MY NI1ND FRIENDS; 


DR. AND MRS. k —. 


V HEN poſting on from nile 29 mile, 
Satire could once my time beguile ; 
How much more torcibly ſhall praiſe 
Shorten the rugged tedious ways! 

And where can praiſe ſo well be due, 
As when I think, my friends, BY you .. 
Such kindneſs ſure was never known 

As to us travellers was ſhewn : 


For health, you ſpread the plenteous board; 


To ſickneſs, ev'ry aid afford; 


Held out the hielping, healing hand, 


Which comfort brings at its command; 


That 
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That dear, that ſkilful hand, which gave 
A darling ſon!—fnatch'd from the grave! 
A mother's pray'r then deign receive, 
They're all her gratitude can give! 

They daily ardently aſcend, 

That bleſſings may your ſteps attend; 
And with your mate, whom Heav'n deſign'd 
Its choiceſt giit—a kindred mind! 

Long, long may both each other bleſs ! 
Your health, your ſpirits, long poſleſs ! 
Health to your abſtinence you owe, 

Your ſpirits from your virtue flow; 

And to complete your joy in life, 

In ſpite of 1/::g0 *—biſs your wiſe. 


Mungo, a dog of Mrs. K. who always flew at his maſter when 


he offered to touch his miſtreſs, 


IVhen 
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IFhen Lady — lay d. dying, I ſaw her Lord un- 
der ſuch difireſs of mind, that, in the fulneſs of 


my heart, 1 ſent him this 


PRAYER. 


LET pagan, pagan worſhip pay, 
Whilſt to the God of Truth I pray: 
—0O Jeſus, Lord! who when below 


Did oft ſuch tender mercy ſhew, 


| Look down with thy all-gracious eye, 


Relieve a wretched family; 
Once more reſtore to health and life 
The tender mother, faithful wite : 


Thy gracious heart, by pity mov'd, 


Kecall'd to life the ſlave belov'd ! 


Tho' dead and carrying to his grave 
The widow's ſon, how didſt thou fave ! 
K And 
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And Laz'rus e'en from earth reſtor'd, 
Prov'd death obedient at thy word! 

O, gracious Lord! in mercy grant 22 | 
That faith to us we ſo much want ! | | 
Had not theſe happy few believ'd, : 1 
Their ſorrows had not been reliev'd. 
Alas! tho? we deſpairing fly 

When apprehended danger 's nigh, | 

How little gratitude 1s known, 

Or felt, by our * hearts of ſtone ! 

Hear, mighty Lord! thy ſervant's pray'r, | | | 
And if thou deign'ſt her life to ſpare, | 


Add to this mighty gift one more, 


To mental light her ſight reſtore : ; 

Then ſhall each tender babe be taught l 
IJ0o ſing thy praiſe in word and thought; 

To moral duties not confin'd, 

Enlarge their views, exalt their mind ; , 

And early be they taught to know, 

From God alone all bleſſings flow. 


LINES 
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| 


- LINES 
SENT TO A YOUNG LADY, 


WITH STURM'S REFLECTIONS UPON NATURE. 


Jis education forms the tender mind, 


\ SUCH knowledge of your God theſe books impart, 
| As elevate the ſoul, and warm the heart; 
May they, fair maid, your future thoughts engage, 


And fill the mind with their inſtructive page! 


| ' The ſearch of nature can alone impart 

Alike the pleaſing and the healing* art; 
To ſow the ſeed muſt be the planter's care, 

Be your's to weed out ev'ry noxious tare, 


And may it bring forth fruit both good and fair... 


* Her father was a phvfician. 


K 2 NON. 


Juſt as the twig is bent, the tree's inclin'd.” Poe. 
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NONSENSE VERSES, 


ADDRESSED TO A GREAT MAN, 


ON THE DOIFNFALL OF AN AERIAL PARSONAGE. 


2 


FULL twelve months ago 
| (Which, perhaps, you don't know, 
Or may chooſe to forget 

That you are in my debt), 

Preciſe at this hour, 

By the ſide of the Stour, 

You gave me your word, 

—AMark that, my good Lord— 
And by a kind ſqueeze 


Set my heart quite at eaſe, 
That a living you'd give, 
And I forthwith receive, 
Of 
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Of ſuch favour I boaſted ; 
Your health always toaſted ; 
Such a patron to name, 

Made me bribe madam Fame, 
Her trumpet to ſound, 


To proclaim all around ; 


Ever proud, could I wiſh from the world to conceal, 


That the C——'s promiſe had paſs'd the great ſeal ? 


But, alas! can it be, 
After ſuch a Sia 
That the living's forgot, 
And oblivion's my lot? 
Can there be ſuch a flaw, 
In the head of the law ? 
Juſtice forfeit her wond 
The 1dea's abſurd ! 
Female patience to try 


Has made you lay by; 


And 
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And finding Pve more 
Than &er Job had of yore, 
I truſt to the world you'll my merits reveal, 
And an anſwer ſoon ſend that has paſs'd the great 
ſeal. 


EPITHA- 
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EPITHALAMIUM 


ON THE MARRIAGE OF THE MARCHIONESS OF —. 


/ 


P OOR Cupid, in a piteous pother, 
One day came crying to his —_ 
And vow'd his fav'rite Britiſh fair 
From him of late withdrew their care ; 
That matches now in England made, 
Were all become illicit trade; 
No licenſes of hearts with hands, 
Their thoughts all turn'd on houſe and lands; 
Ile was no longer thought of uſe, 
80 Plutus did his bags produce; 
And where ſuch unions took their courſe, 
Plutus {till bragg'd of a reſource, 
By calling in his friend Divorce. 
— Come, my poor boy, no longer cry, 
Said Venus, as ſhe wip'd his eye ; | 
Thy 


A 


O 


POEMS. 


Thy kindred left upon the earth 
Themſelves prove worthy of their birth ; 
My daughters Charlotte and Sn 
Are left to point the way to Heav'n— 
That Heaven permitted them below, 


When virtue, beauty, truth, beſtow 


The hand, with heart, at Hymen's ſhrine, 


And ſanctify the act divine. 

O may the youth, with kindred mind, 
Poſſeſs'd of ſenſe and taſte refin'd, 

Feel the rich gift which you beſtow, 
And Charlotte's cup with joy o'erflow ; 
And may ſhe, like her mother, prove 
(Some ages hence, for time will move) 


That friendſhip's joys can equal love. 
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TO MISS R—. je 


n 


ON RECEIVING A PRESENT OP 4 POEM INTITULED, 

VISIONS. x 
THE gift, the giver's mind proclaim, 
And prove your friend deſerves that name; 5 
Mark the advice theſe viſions give, 
And from this book learn how to live. ö 


So will you *ſcape from ſunder's ſting, | 


And pleaſures that reproaches bring; 


Health will on zue, attend, 


And ſweet content her boſom friend. 


If mortals happineſs can know, 


It muſt from real friendſhip flow: 


And when the marriage knot you tye, 


Remember as you live, you die, 


For death dooms joy or miſery. 


* . 
5 V. G nn my \ EO hn Wain, P . 


* 


"IS a - 


74 


POEMS. 


' ODE 
TO WARREN HASTINGS, ESQ. 


I. 
OPPRESS'D by faction's powerful band, 
Expos'd to all the Britiſh land, 
The Indian hero food?  - 
While truth and innocence combin'd 
(The beſt ſupporters of the mind) 


To ſtem th? impetuous flood. 


II. 
The flood of malice and abuſe. 
Which freely his accuſers uſe, 
Detying all good-breeding ; 
The firſt aſſembly of the nation, 
Became a ſchool of defamation, 
All Billingſgate exceeding ! 
| | _ Regardleſs 
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HI. 
Regardleſs of the ſilken coat, 
The ſparkling button, who can note, 


With language ſo abuſive : 


And whilſt the horrid deeds they paint, 


n muſt faint 


The tender S 


To prove their charge concluſive. 


IV. 
The man that thus can firmly ſtand, 
While perſecution's uplift hand 
Is levell'd at his heart, 
Can bear it only from the ſenſe 
Of is own conſcious innocence, 


From goodneſs void of art. 


V. 
Can he be callous, whoſe ſoft muſe 
Can every ſentiment infuſe 


That ſpeaks the feeling mind ? 
L2 Whoſe 


= 1 . 1 


Whoſe ſoul 's the favourite ſeat of love, 
Whoſe manner 's gentle as the dove, 


Whoſe taſte the moſt refin'd ? 


"VI 


—O no! his Marian cries, O no! 


Would you, his cruel foes, but go 
To India's happy coaſt ; 

His character would there appear 

Unſtain'd, and as the Ganges clear, 


My hero 1s their boaſt ! 


vn. 
Away then with your accuſation; 
And all ye judges of the nation 
His innocence proclaim: | 
And ye, who for mean ſelfiſh views 


Of ſuch foul deeds cou'd him accuſe, | „ „ 


Let bluſhes ſpeak your ſhame. 
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A FABLE 
ADDRESSED TO ALL NE FOUNG MARRIED LADIES. 


FANNY oeware of jealouſy, 
Our ſex's bittereſt enemy; 
For other foes we are prepar'd, + 
* And nature puts us on our guard ;* 
But in this foe ſuch ſtings are found, 
As give our peace its deadlieſt wound. 
Of this, my dear, I'Il give a ſample, 
As precept binds not like example. 
A giddy, fond, unthinking miſs, 
Had built her caſtle in the air, 
And thinking nought could croſs her bliſs 
When once ſhe'd fix'd her ſtation there; 
Was quite ſurpris'd, one ſtarry night, 


To find her mate had ta'en his flight. 
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At his return, with many a figh, 
She aſk'd him what he meant, 

Thus from her ſide abroad to fly: 
And if *twas his intent 

That ſhe ſhou'd thus bewail her fate, 

And weep the abſence of her mate ? 

& My dear,” cry'd he, © I own your charms 
« May juſtly claim their due ; 

6 They bring me gladly to your arms: 

But then it is as true 
That men, like birds, muſt ſometimes fly— 


« Both, both will claim their liberty. 


If that your caſtle 's made a cage, 


Nor lets me uſe my wing, 
„Like other birds I'll vent my rage, | 
Te” Sit ſulky, and ne'er ſing: 
« But if I fly ſometimes from home, 


With joy you back will ſee me come.” 
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Time and experience made her wiſe, 
She open'd wide the door; 

And now, much greater her ſurpriſe, 
He flew abroad no more! 

Take you the hint, your mate ſet free, 


He'll never long for liberty. 
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THE HUMBLE PETITION 
OF THE DESERTER'S IO ORPHANS, iſs 


TO THE ENGLISH AT LAUSANNE. 135 


YE gentlemen and ladies all, „ 5 
Who mourn'd the late deſerter's * fall, | [+ 
A real ſtory deign to hear 1 
That claims your ſympathetic tear; 4 


And if your tear draws out your purſe, 
We ll bleſs th' attempt, tho? bad the verſe. 
"Twas not the charm of ſong or dance 

That call'd our father out of France; 
From war's dread found he took his flight, 


Far as fam'd Savoy's mountain's height ; 


* It alludes to the famed dance of the Deſerter, which came 


out the preceding winter in England. 


There 
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There built his neſt and rea: d bis young, 
Till Death his dart unerring flung :— 
Down dropt the ſoldier ! His lov'd mate, 
By grief o' ercome, ſoon ſhar*d his fate. 
Their little helpleſs offspring left, 
Of all parental care bereft, 
Their cattle feed, and tend the ſheep ; 
On dunghills caſt for ſcanty fleep : 
The peaſants ſaw unmov'd their ſmarts 
(Hard as their mountains are their hearts), 
And turn'd them helpleſs out to roam, 
Without a friend—without a home ! 

But pity, to relieve their woe, 
Sent them one morn to Mont Repos ; | 
Where innocence, with grief oppreſs'd, 


Melted the tender Fanny's breaſt, 


Who flew to give relief and reſt. 


But as Repos alone wont do, 
Moſt noble Britons, ſtill we ſue 
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For farther aid; as well 'tis known, 
In Britiſh hearts compaſſion's throne 


Is ever fix'd, and wide diſplays 


Her glorious power, by various ways. 


And now! her ſov'reign will explains 


By me, her herald ! and ordains, 
That each one night Le Piq forego, 
And to my tale of real woe, 


One opera ticket will beſtow. 


TO 
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ON RECEIVING AN ADDITION TO HER FORTUNE. 


WRITTEN FEBRUARY, 1780. 


E 
O THOU, to whom propitious Heav'n 
Its beſt prerogative has giv'n— 
The pow'r of doing good : 
And to that pow'r the will has join'd, 
In mortals rarely ſeen combin'd, 


By few, well underſtood ! 


III. | 
A widow'd ſiſter's cauſe I plead, 
Brought to diſtreſs by no foul deed, 
But the decree of fate: 
"ns Depriv'd 
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Depriv'd of ſenſe, of ſight, of life, 
The huſband left his wretched wife, 


WV To watch the rich man's gate! 


| III. 
How painful to the mind to crave 
Io be a haughty nabob's ſlave, 
From him to wait relief! 
Such 1s the lot of her, whoſe mind 
Is gentle, meek, nay more, refin'd, 


Tho! long obſcur'd by grief. 


| * 
Denied the privilege of nature, 
Granted to each inferior creature, 
A parent's foſt' ring care: 
Child of misfortune from her birth, 
No kindred can ſhe claim on earth, 


None! who her woes would ſhare. 
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V. 
But Heav'n, which ne'er forſakes the good, 
And by its ways leaſt underſtood 
Accompliſhes its end; 
In the forlorn and trying hour, 
By its all-gracious potent pow'r, 


Sent her a willing friend. 


VI. 
Willing, but yet, alas! too weak ; 
In you, Lavinia, then we ſeek 
That phoenix of our kind! 
Who can the gift of wealth deſpiſe, 
Unleſs it dry the weeping eyes, 
And heal the wounded mind ! 


TITE 
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AN 


CHE STRUGGLE; 


OR, 


CUPID TRIUMPHANT. 


IN vain the beauteous fair one ſtrove 


Againſt the mighty power of Lore: 


To Reaſon flew in vain for aid; 


She but deceiv'd the lovely maid. 
For months, nay years, depriv'd of reſt, 


Two different paſſions tore her breaſt : 


Duty and love, their rights maintain, | | 
And each by turns her will reſtrain : 


When moſt her lover's vows prevail, 


Her father's kindneſs turn'd the ſcale ; 


— 
— 


But ſoon his reaſons fail'd to move, 


When ſhe beheld the conqueror, Love! 
(The 
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(The feeling few, with me, will own 


A ſharper pang can ne'er be known.) 


And thus perpetually at ſtrife, 


How wretched was the fair one's life |— 

At length a criſis came, when fate 

Muſt terminate this grand debate.— 

Duty now ſeem'd to take the lead: 

She patient heard her father plead, 

Who told how paſſion wou'd deceive her, 

And how the world wou'd ſcorn and leave her; 
That more, ſhe ne'er ſhou'd ſee his face, 

But be her family's diſgrace : 

In ſhort, his leſſoms bid fo. move her, 


She promis'd to diſcard her lover. 


The meeting fix'd, the lover came, 


The fair one bluſh'd, and own'd, with ſhame, 
The promiſe given to my lord, 


To yield the man her heart ador'd. 


-- They N wept, reproach'd, careſs'd. 


But reaſon ſtill his poſt poſleſs'd, 


And 


»Tis he that governs here below. 


Theſe were the words, the liſt'ners ſay, 


Her Cupid * on the table thrown 


Regardleſs by; the fair one cry'd, 


Of him I love? A flave forlorn, 
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And in the inſolence of pow'r, 
Turn'd the poor lover out of door. 


But ſpare thy triumph, cruel foe, 


Thy rival ſoon {hall make thee know 


That Billy mutter'd on his way. 
But to my tale. —When night's dark ſhade 


Had eaſy hearts in ſlumber laid, ; 
All! but the tender, wakeful maid, | 


Retir'd (tho? not to reſt) alone, 


Muſt I then never be the bride 


Be doom'd the mate of one I ſcorn ; 


Some titled fool, with whom my life 


Will paſs away in {tate and ſtrife 


* A picture of Cupid given by her lover. 


Forbid 


Forbid it, all ye powers above! 


All future thought he bid her ſpare, 
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Again I own thy claim, ſweet Love ONE 

Before the image of her god 

She then with awful reverence bow'd. 
Soon as ſoft ſleep had cloſed her eyes, 

Transfixt with tranſport and ſurpriſe, 

She ſaw a living Cupid riſe, 

Who, in a voice divinely ſweet, 

Bade her her maſter know and greet ; 

Told her no arguments cou'd prove 

Of any force, oppos'd to Love, 

And that it was his ſov'reign wall, 

Her vows to him ſhe ſhou'd fulfil; 

That, in the ſemblance of a friend, 

At —— Chapel he'd attend, 

Where, it was his expreſs command, 


She with her heart ſhou'd give her hand: 


For he wou'd make her bleſs his care. 


N Sweet 
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Sweet Love, ſhe cried, O henceforth deem 
Me all thine own! Purſue the theme !— 


She woke—and realized her dream. 
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ODE 
TO FORTUNE, 
ON THE MARRIAGE OF A YOUNG FRIEND. 


I. 
OH Goddeſs ! hear thy ſuppliant's vow, 
Who never bow'd the knee till now 
At thy capricious ſhrine ! 
I aſk no favours for myſelf, 
Brought by no ſordid love of pelf, 


But friendſhip's power divine 


II. 
Tho' to this favour'd youth is given 
The choiceſt bleſſing under Heaven, 
In fair Eliza's love; 


N 2 That 
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That gift is loſt without thy pow'r, 
Unleſs thou ?lt bleſs the nuptial hour, 


And their bright flame approve. 


III. 
Thy enmity to love forego, 
To merit be no longer foe, 
With Plutus break thy league ; 
Virtue thy fillet ſhall unbind, 
And when thou art no longer blind, 


Thou lt ſcorn the baſe intrigue. 


IV. 
Of the ſame tender, gentle ſex, 
O do not this fair maid perplex, 


And all her joys oppoſe : 


No! See the goddeſs deigns to ſmile, 


She leads her to the Cyprian ile, 


And ends the lover's woes. 
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7; 
The loves and virtues all attend, 
| Io“ welcome their own child and friend 
To Hymen's ſacred rite; 
Where Strephon waits his lovely fair, 
Her future joys and griefs to ſhare, 


Their hearts and hands unite ! 


— ene 2 6 22 
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VI. 


nA, 
„ eee 


The fable ends but not the friend; 


To ſacred truth a while attend, 


l „ Ve happy, worthy pair : 
1 Reſt not too much on earthly love, 
Remember Him who rules above, 


And claims his rightful ſhare. 


1 VII. 

If you defraud him of his own, 
Erect an idol on his throne, 

| ; - And act the pagan's part : 


Your 


| 
| 
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Your preſent joy he ?ll turn to woe, 
No ſolid bliſs your days can know, 


No peace within your heart. 


| VIII. 
But no (methinks I hear you ſay), 
Together we ll our homage pay, 
Together join in pray'r: 


And Strephon, with a taſte refin'd, 


Shall cultivate Eliza's mind, 


With true religious care ! 


LINES 


[ 
5 
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| WHERE does thy gentle ſpirit dwell, 


| Yet ſhort, alas! thy earthly date. 
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_ LINES 
ON THE DEATH OF MISS W——. 
L. 


My loſt, my lovely Nancy? 
Not in the poet's heaven or hell, 
| Thoſe dreams of idle fancy ; 
But, purged of all its droſs and duſt, 


It mixes with the good and juſt. 


II. 
When an inhabitant of earth, 
Thou fair and pleaſing maid, 
Genius preſided at thy birth, 
And Fortune lent her aid. 
They bore thee far above thy ſtate: 


Her 
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HI. 


Her manners had ſuch winning arts, 


Her taſte was ſo refin'd, 
She gain'd promiſcuouſly all hearts, 
E'en when ſhe leaſt deſign'd : 
And tho' no beauty ſhe could boaſt, | 


She was the univerſal toaſt. 


IV. 


Her parts were quick, her ſenſe profound, 


Her temper gay and eaſy, 
Her judgment was ſo very ſound, 


She never fail'd to pleaſe ye; 


Her humour ſuch, and ſuch her wit, 


She could all tempers ſhrewdly hit. 


* 
Shut up in cold long wint'ry days 
On a domeſtic plan, 
Ah! who like me can ſing thy praiſe, 


My favourite little Nan ! 


. 
anne 


How 
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And not my Nancy's loſs deplore? 
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How has the mother and her child, 


With playful mirth, thoſe days beguil'd! 


VI. 
But when ſhe ſung! not Orpheus” lyre 
So "IHR a ſtrain could frame; 
She could the human brute inſpire, 
The ſavage heart could tame; 
Rauzini, Millico, nay more, 


Her fairer rivals could adore, 


: VII. 

Then whilſt theſe * college walls I view, 
Theſe 8 unbid muſt flow; 

To friendſhip they are ſtrictly due, 
Tho? ſelfiſh is my woe : 


But can I live paſt ſummers o'er, 


* Written at Chelſea. 
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LINES 


ADDRESSED TO MR. 1 


ON THE BIRTH OF HIS DAUGHTER. 


PERMIT me, dear fir, to rejoice in your bliſs, 
On the happy arrival of ſweet little muſs. 
It is ſaid that her grandſire Apollo intends, 


With one or two more of your intimate friends, 


| To ſtand for her ſponſors ; nay more, it is ſaid, 


That the Muſes have orders to wait on the maid ; 


That the Graces are alſo requir'd on their duty, 

To attend to the growth of this infantine beauty. 

But it ſeems that ſtrange quarrels amongſt them aroſe, 
Nay, it has been averr'd, they proceeded to blows; 
As each one pretended to put in her claim, 


And inſiſted the child ſhou'd be call'd by her name. 


- * 


Clio 
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Clio firſt urg'd her plea with a great deal of ſpirit, 
And indeed gave ſome hints not much to her credit ; 
For, bluſhing, ſhe ſaid, the world very well knew 

In how cloſe a connection ſhe liv'd, fir, with you { 
Her ſiſters, indignant, then ſneering reply'd, 

They believ'd it was full as well known that The 


_ Guide 


| Did his favours with all of them equal divide.— 


The Graces confeſs'd they knew little of you, 


But with Mrs. A from children they grew. 


When Apollo perceiv'd them in honour ſo nice, 


We are told, he ſent up to great Jove for advice ; 


And the monarch celeſtial, to whom he appeal'd, 


In the following ſentence his mind thus reveal'd :— 
« Since for this fair you all contend, 


I'll ſhew myſelf to each a friend: 


The Muſes ſhall her mind poſſeſs, 


The Graces ſhall her perſon dreſs ; 
And that ſhe may all hearts ſubdue, 


The Virtues ſhall attend her too.“ 
o 2 THE 
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THE ANSIER. 


My quiver full, and bleſt as I am, 
With progeny like old king Priam, 


How narrowly laſt week did I 


Eſcape the ſign of Gemini! 


And now, when ev'ry friend begins 


To ſhuffle off an infant's ſins, 

"Tis kind, dear madam, thus to fend it 
Such tribes of goſſips to attend it ; 
Phoebus, nine Muſes, and three Graces, 
To quarrel for its ſweet embraces. 


Lucina ſage, and Dian Dawdle, 


Are well prepar'd with cake and caudle, 


And perſevere in their intention 

To entertain the friends you mention ; 
Tho? puzzled to the laſt degree, 
With Phcebus and his company: 


— EN — S q 
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For 
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Before the midwife and the nurſes; 


Whilſt little Molly Cuffe ſtood liſt'ning 


| Who, when the deities appeal'd, 


If that 's the caſe, to repreſent ye, | 


POEMS. | 101 


For yeſterday I read your verſes 


To hear what folks attend the chriſt'ning: 
But, madam, all your friends agree, 


You much miſtake great Jove's decree 


Thus word for word his mind reveal'd : 
% Zounds ! What the devil are you after? 
What! quarrel for Pierian water, 


„ To chriſtian Mrs. A——'s daughter? 


« PI ſend a goſſip ſhall content ye: | 


Fly, Hermes, to the Aönian vale, | 


* Andithere enquire for Mrs. H——e, 
„In whom each Muſe, each Grace ſhall find 


Her favourite qualities combin'd.“ 


DIALOGUE 
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DIALOGUE. 
ON THE D=— OF K—— AND MISS C—., 


HEBE. 
CHLOE, how canſt thou put on that gay ſmile ? 
How canſt thou commune ſo diſſembling a face ? 
In vain you diſguiſe it, too plainly the while 
I can ſee, and can read, that you feel your diſgrace. 
CHLOE. 
Too juſtly, dear Hebe, you read in my heart, 
I own it, 'tis all but a counterfeit eaſe ; 
: Yet, alas! when there can be no cure for the ſmart, 


'Tis wiſer to hide than proclaim our diſeaſe. 


e 


| | ö 108 
HEBE., | 
But ſay, my fair friend, for yet I am to learn 


That hardeſt of lefſons—our thoughts to diſguiſe ; 


Is the veil of contempt ſo ſecurely put on, 


That nature, unguarded, peeps not thro' your eyes? 4 


CHLOE. 


O no, never fear, he's ſo formal, ſo cold, 
I never, no never, can love him again; 
Why then, cruel Hymen, two victims withhold, 
When both wou'd rejoice to get rid of thy chain? 


HEBE., 


Yet tell me, my Chloe, pray can it be fo— 
Did Cupid himſelf your two hearts then unite ? | 
By Love himſelf kindled, no torrent could flow 


I thought cou'd extinguiſh a flame once ſo bright. 


CHLOE. 


—— + 
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| CHLOE, 
Alas! my dear girl, let experience perſuade, 


Believe not what men when they re lovers will ſay ; 


For no ſooner the boy ſaw the fools he had made, 


Than he blew out his torch, and ſtrait flew far away. 


H aving 
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Having paſſed ſome days at a friend's houſe in the 


country, who was complaining of a bad harveſt, 
the party all recommended his leaving his retire— | 
ment, and entering into the world, - which I ex- | 


preſſed in the ſollowing 


LINES. 


AID me, my Muſe, inſpire my ſong, 
To ſing the joys of Trumpington ! 


Amid whoſe calm and ſhady grove, 
Sacred to friendſhip and to love, 
We paſs'd our time in ſocial glee, \ 
A choſen ſmall ſociety. | 
Our jolly hoſt had wit at will ; 
Io paint his picture 's paſt my ſkill ;— 

Serious and lively, grave and gay, 

Alike by turns the ſelf-ſame day 


P Whene'er 
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Whene'er diſpos'd, he'd charm your heart, 
And when he pleas'd, cou'd make it ſmart ; 
Has parts to ſhine in any ſtate, 

But from caprice he ſhuns the great : | 
With talents to read all mankind, 
To his own character is blind j 

And falſely thinks his ſtars ordain 
He ſhould plod on a village ſwain. 
Oh! blindneſs ne'er to be forgiv'n, 


| Thus to pervert the will of Heav'n ! 


Blaſt then his corn, propitious Fate! 
Nor free his bargains from debate; | | 
May his beſt ſhepherd market ill, 5 
Nor Harry heed his maſter's will; | 
The murrain ſpread thro? all his ſtock, | 
Nor in falſe pity ſpare the flock ; 

To ſnatch him from th? impending harm, 
At once deſtroy the fatal farm, 


And ſoon, or elſe it will not fail 


To ſend him ſpeedily to jail !— | 
| ba 
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| Behold his helpleſs babes and wite, 


The real comforts of his life; 

Let their ſoft innocence commend 

The cauſe of my poor helpleſs friend : 
Such are her virtues and her worth, 
That had old Sodom giv'n her birth, 
Wags, ye may laugh, but faith *tis true, 
She *d fav'd him there from ruin too ! 
Take then, ye Gods, this worthy pair, 
And make their future bliſs your care, 


From halt-ſtarv'd ſheep, and rats, and hogs, 


From bleak cold winds, and fenny bogs ; 


Make haſte their footſteps to convey, 


Friendſhip ſhall point the choſen way; 
And Genius waits with willing aid, 
To ſnatch her favourite from the ſhade * 


Chen like Rome's conſul—drop your ſpade. 


08 4 HYMN 
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4 HYMN. 


I. 
BLEST Comforter divine! deſcend, | 
For thou alone my will canſt bend, | 
Alone canſt cleanſe my heart : 
Chaſe its lov'd idols far away, 
Guide me thro? life's remaining day, 


Of fin, increaſe the ſmart. 


II. 
0 Lord, without thy aid, how vain 
2TH Are my endeavours 9 obtain 
Freedom from guilt and fin ! 
Pve found, thro? every ſtage of life, 
Body and ſoul at conſtant ſtrife— 


A conſtant war within. 


One 


But finding here all pleaſures vain, 


pos. 


III. 
One hour to thee my heart 's inclin'd, 
The next, as wav'ring as the wind, 


It ſeeks its bliſs below: 


To heav'n it lifts itſelf again, 
And ſtrives its God to know. 


IV. 


O Saviour of our race, look down 


From thine auguſt and heav'nly throne, 
Pity a helpleſs creature ! 
To thee we fly, thy ſacred word 


Bids us to aſk of thee, great Lord, 


To change our guilty nature. 


V. 
Thou, Thou alone, canſt cleanſe the ſoul, 


From fin canſt clear a guilty ſoul, 


And ſet us priſoners free : 


Canſt 
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Canſt cheer the frighted doubting mind, 
Canſt ſhed bright radiance on the blind, 


And call us home to thee. 


VE: 
Grant, when thou call'ſt, that 1 may come, 
And make thee, Lord, my only home, 
From ſin's dominion free; 
So ſhall my boſom peaceful reſt, 
On earth reſign'd, in Heav'n be bleſt, 
And know no joy like thee. 
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ODE 


WRITTEN IN PASSION-WEEK, 


AT CYELSEA-HOSPITAL. 


I. 


TE dream of life is almoſt o'er, 


And all its viſionary joys ; 
The mind can be amus'd no more, 


With ſuch fantaſtic tinſel toys : 


Tt ſeeks a more ſubſtantial * 


It looks to a remoter good. 


| II. 
Come Faith and Hope, ye bleſſed pair, 
And cheer me with your ſolace ſweet; 
Ye can protect me from deſpair, 


And bring me to my Maſter's feet; 


And, 


| 
| 
| 
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And, O bleſt Saviour ! Thou haſt ſaid, 


Thou wilt receive the ſheep that ſtray'd. 


III. 


Retir'd from all the noiſy crowd, 


Here let me ſing my Saviour's praiſe; 
This is the ſeaſon, when aloud 

We ſhou'd to him our voices raiſe; 
Inflame the breaſt with ſacred fire, 
And age with love divine inſpire. 


IV; : 
Theſe objects which around me move, 
| nn me daily, Lord, of thee, 
Who when on cavh, with heav'nly love, 
From all theſe evils ſet them free. 
The blind, the dumb, the deaf, and lame, 
All, all ! alond thy power proclaim. 


And 
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V. 
And ſhall we leſs thy mercy prize, 
Great Saviour of our race ? 
Open, oh Lord! our mental 2 
Aſſiſt us with thy grace: 
So ſhall we lift up hearts and hands, 
With zeal obey thy dread commands. 


VI. 
So ſhall I paſs this holy week 
= penitential onay'r ; 
With true devotion I ſhall ſeek : 
| Thy mercy, Lord, to ſhare! 


Nor may the world my ardour cool, 


But be thy word my conſtant rule. 
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REMERCIMENT A MONS. ANDREWS 


POUR UNE ECRITOIRE DOREE 


- DONT IL AVOIT FAIT PRESENT A LU/AUTEUR. 


* 
AMI, que veut dire ce don? 
Ces bijoux ſuperflus ? 
De ton eſprit un ſeul rayon 


M'enrichiroit bien plus. 


II. 
Ce beau preſent dont tu fais cas, 
Cette boite ſi flatteufe, 
Deviendra de Pandore, helas 


La boite ruineuſe; 


— — ö : 
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Si dans un moment de delire 


PP 


Ma vanite s' allume, 
| JP Pemouſle quand je veux ecrire 


Cette belle, cette fatale plume, 


| 
Iv. 
| Auſſi, reprends ton beau preſent— 


| Serpent ſubtil et fin— 
| | of Homme ! quand tu deviens galant, 


Nous ruiner—eſt ton deſſein. 


2 TIME 
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iIME AND CUPID, 
A TALE. 


THE other 4 as I was walking, 
I thought I overheard a talking; | | 
And being curious to diſcover 
If I cou'd catch ſome favour'd lover, 
I ſlily ſtole behind a tree, 
Where I cou'd ſafely hear and ſee : 
But never was ſurprize like mine, 
When I beheld old rev'rend Time, 
In loud diſpute and angry brawl 3 


With the ſweet boy, whom Love they call. 
The child, with a bewitching grace, 
Was begging him to mend his pace; 
Promis d to carry all his load, 
So eager was the little God : 
| | Said, 
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Said, he might make him &en his aſs, 
To carry both his ſcythe and glaſs; 
And if his wings were ruſty grown, 


He'd fetch him freſh ones of his own : 


And, ſobbing, promis'd never more 
His aid or influence to implore. 
The ſtern old man kept creeping on, 

Nor cou'd be mov'd or wrought upon; 

Unheeding all that Love cou'd ſay, 

He plodded on his own dull way ; 
And peeviſhly and muttering cry'd, 

« The urchin 's never ſatisfy'd : 

„ *Twas but a week, on Thurſday laſt, 

Since you complain'd I mov'd too faſt 


“ And often as I've crept up hill, 


„Have begg'd and pray'd me to ſtand till ; 
On no account wou'd have me hurry'd, 

* Or ſee my ſpirits too much flurry'd : 

6s Pretended then I wanted reſt, 

« And artfully my age careſt ; 


«© But 


118 POEMS. 


But all to ſerve your private ends, 

% Or elſe oblige your fav'rite friends. 

e Now once for all, young boy, believe, 
Old Time's grey head you *ll not deceive; 
& He ſees your tricks, knows all your arts, 
* And how you ſport with human hearts . 
* Their ſecrets too he brings to light, 
And few can bear his piercing ſight ; 
But theſe, for whom you mean to ſue, 

& Have hearts as conſtant as they're true: 
« Tho? Fate at preſent ſeems to frown, 

e P]] mow her obſtacles all down; 

« And reſt they in this truth ſecure, 


« Tho? Time is ſlow, he's ever ſure.” 
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ODE 
TO DR. ANDREWS, 


PROVOST OF TRINITY-COLLEGE, DUBLIN. 


I. 


Ir in the countenance we read 


| (As many wiſe men have agreed) 


The picture of the mind, 


Vou either have the moſt good- nature, 


Or are the moſt deceitful creature, 


Exiſting of your kind. 


— | 
And, now, good fir, without a jeſt, 
I mean to put it to the teſt, 


And try how far 't will go: 
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Take 
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Take this poor infant to your care, 
Its caſe is wond'rous hard I ſwear, 


As preſently PII ſhew. 


III. 
Apollo turn'd it out o* door, 
The brat was none of his he ſwore, 
His ſiſters ſaid the ſame: 
They vow'd that no ſuch ſpurious race 
Shou'd cauſe their family diſgrace, 


Or their protection claim. 


| IV. 
The child was cunning, and ſhe ran -; 
Away to Francis, that good man, 
Sure of admittance there : 
She thought the miniſter of Heav'n 
Wou'd, by fair Charity, be driv'n 


To make the poor his care. 


* The Author had ſent a copy of verſes to Dr. Francis, the 
mer before, which he never noticed, 
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V. ] 
But tho' the Goſpel reaches right, 
And men ſay ſo who profit by 't, 
They from its precepts ſtray ; 


His reverence prov'd not in the mind, 


VowW'd—“ He was always well inclin'd 


But turn'd another way. 


VI. 


Oblig'd, thus young, to ſeek abode, 


It liv'd on epigram and ode — 


Hard diet for a child: 
No tender parent to infuſe 
Diſcretion to this infant muſe, 


No wonder ſhe ran wild. 


vn. 


Vet think her not, my friend, too rude, 


Indeed ſhe meant not to intrude, 


She took you for Apollo: 
R She 
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She ſaw the laurel round your head, 
And when you touch'd the lyre, ſhe ſaid, 
Orpheus himſelf muſt follow.” 


THE 
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THE ANSWER. 


I. 
SLY Cupid, in a diſtant age, 
Accoſted thus the Teian ſage, 
ce Admit an infant gueſt:“ 
The good old man, who thought no harm, 
Willing to keep the urchin warm, 


Receiv'd him to his breaſt. 


II. 


The fatal conſequence you know 


Love, with its ſure attendant, Woe, 
Prey'd on the poet's heart: 

; Then leſt his hapleſs fate be mine, 

1 | Forgive me, Hale, if I decline 


To act Anacreon's part. 


Can 
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| III. 

Can I ſo ſoon forget Sir John“, 

Who fondly took your darling ſon 
To his paternal care: 

See how you lovely women fool us, 

He gave his heart to young lülus, 


But found his mother there. 


IV. | 
Think you I can fuch flatt'ry ſwallow, 
To take me for the god Apollo, 
Much liker to Silenus : 
Howe'er, my gratitude to prove, 
I make your child the god of love; 


Then, prithee, who is Venus? 


* Sir John More had paſſed ſome time that ſummer at Miſtley 


with Mrs. Hale and her children, 


TO 


Pc boa woe 


iS 
Wh 


POEAIS. 1 


TO MR. } . ARES 
WITH 4 PRESENT OF THE DEATH OF ABEL. 


Mariam thee, and in thy harmleſs race, 
Once more the virtues of an Abel 8 

And may'ſt thou in thy Sophy's gentle mind 
All the mild manners of a Thirza find! 
Together, happy pair, each riſing day, 

Your homage to your great Creator pay; 

Who views, with eye benign, his creatures” joy, 
When virtuous pleaſures all their days employ ; 
And none but ſuch can &er thy thoughts engage, 
Tho? young and lively, yet diſcreet and ſage. 

O may'ſt thou hve as Abel did of yore 

Thy God to n to praiſe, and to adore ! 

May no foul fiend, no modiſh modera Cain, 

| Approach within thy bower—its entrance ſtain 


With 
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With his polluted ſteps—but friendſhip true, 

| Such as your fond Mahala feels for you, 

Who choſe thee for the children of her love, 

That ſhe once more maternal joys might prove ; 

When arm in arm you take your ev'ning's walk, 

And o'er paſt ſcenes with fond endearment talk ; 

Then think, my children, think of that fond mother 

Who taught ye firſt to know and love each other; ; 

Who huſh'd to peace dear Robert's falſe alarms, 
And gave his blooming Sophy to his arms ; 

Who, to her lateſt breath, puts up this pray'r, 


That ye may live and die a virtuous pair ! 
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THE DOFES, 
A FABLE. 


ADDRESSED TO MISS H. 


THROUGHOUT all ages *tis well known, 


A turtle cannot live alone ; 


And when the cruel hand of Fate 


Deprives it of its darling mate, 
It ceaſeleſs coos in plaintive ſtrains, 
Expreſſive of its heartfelt pains. 

Once on a time a ſwain I knew, 
Whoſe love was, like the turtle's, true; 
Who in the garden, or the grove, 
Inceſſant mourn'd his abſent love; 


And when grown ſtupid as a log, 


Would fly to fetch her fav'rite dog; 
The 
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The little creature ſought to pleaſe, 
And thus procur'd his boſom eaſe : 

His once-lov'd, now neglected flute, 
Without her voice, was dull and mute b 
So pure, ſo conſtant was his love, 

So very like the turtle dove. 

The chattering jay, the parrot loud, 
The magpye, often pert and proud, 
The wagtail, andthe ſparrow bold, 

In modern manners we behold ; 


1. Nor can the fop, Or fool of taſhion, | 


Feel with full force the tender paſſion.— 


If then, my dear, a man you find ; 
Of manners gentle, taſte refin'd, 
In whom, as tendereſt of his race, 

A ſemblance of the dove you trace; 
The luſt of riches then deſpiſe, 
Take to your arms this real prize ; 
With mutual love his love repay, 

_ Caſt all ambitious thoughts away; 


Or 


POEMS. - 


Or, rather, let your mind elate 
Soar to the higheſt human ſtate 
Which to the choſen few is givin— 


_— —_ confirm'd in Heav'n | 


NAH 


« DEDICA. 
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| DEDICATION, 


TO HER ROY 4L HIGHNESS THE DC CIS OF YORK, 


2 — — „„ 


Myr tale is told—and now, great dame, 


To you I ſue to feed their flame : 
Tho! love all luxuries may ſcorn, 
Yet doves muſt peck their barley-corn. 
O may ſweet pity in your breaſt 
Lead you to feather well their neſt ! 
If fame ſays true, your heart and mind 
To ev'ry virtue are inclin'd ; 
| If ſo, compaſſion in the chain 
— Muſt hold a link, or all were vain : 


But all, birds, beaſts, and human race, 


Proclaim it holds the foremoſt place, 
| And that your gentle gen'rous mind 
| ; Delights to bleſs all human kind. 

O could 
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O could my doves this goodneſs ſhare, 

And be great Frederica's care ! 

Could they your patronage obtain, 

Their glebe wou'd yield abundant — 
For ev'ry great man in this land 

Bows an affent. when you command: 
Whilſt theſe fond doves wou'd ceaſeleſs coo 
Their endleſs gratitude to you / 

In whoſe munificence it lies 

To make them birds of paradiſe. — 

To few, alas! the lot is giv'n 

To be the delegates of Heay*n ; 

From few the bounteous cup can flow, 
That cheers the heavy heart of woe : 
Long, long may you this bliſs enjoy— 

A bliſs ! which time can ne'er deſtroy ! 
May health, may wealth, may honours ſhed 
Their choiceſt bleſſings on your head, 
Who from the ſhade call merit forth, 


Who patroniſe neglected worth; 
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Who to the mourner's aching heart 
Sympathy's foft aid impart ; | 

And cheering, with an angel's ſmile, 
The ſtraw-roof'd cot of humble toil *, 
With bounteous hand around diſpenſe 


The bleſſings of benevolence :— 


Long, long may you this bliſs enjoy ; 

| Again I pray it ne' er may cloy : 

And when, at length, all-gracious Heav'n 
(Long to this land your virtues giv'n) 


Recal the treaſure which to earth was lent, 


5 


May you and Goodneſs fill one monumen ; 


* As many witneſs round Oatlands. 
4 + Shakſpear, Henry VIII. 


LINES 


POEMS. 133 


LINES 
SENT TO MY FRIEND 
1N DR. YOUNG'S POEM OF © NIGHT THOUGHTS, 


ON THE RETURN OF THE DAY. 
(HER HUSBAND DIED THE SAME YEAR.) 
477% 


SWEET ſongſter! from thy pen I find 
A hie bs my wounded mind; 
When brooding o'er thy hoard of grief, vl 
Theſe lines will give thy heart relief. 

In thine, I feel my loſſes Yer, 3 
For now, my Berney is no more; 


And when Narciſſa you regret, | 0 


Can I my lovely babe forget? 
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You mourn Death's viſits came ſo faſt ; | 
To me, alas! he made more haſte : 


How much it coſt me to attain | | : 


” A wife, a mother's tender name! 


Great God! Thou know'ſt, an hour, a day, 


Soon ſaw theſe bleſſings torn away.— 
But you theſe ſtrokes have reconcil'd, 7 


Have prov'd life's chaſtiſements all mild. 


2ST 


E'en while I feel the chaſt'ning rod, 
[ | I own the goodneſs of my God ; 
Sure of his mercy thro? his Son, 


I truſt we all to joy ſhall run! 


WRITTEN 
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WRITTEN 


ON THE MONUMENT OF 4 FRI END. 


STOP, paſſenger, and drop one friendly tear 
On the lamented form that moulders here : 

Sad proof, alas ! how ſoon our joys are flown, 
And but juſt taſted, e'en for ever gone! 

Yet ſtay, lov'd ſhade ah, yet a moment ſtay 
(A moment ! and we all ſhall haſte away), 

Thy partner only waits thy child to rear, 

Sweet pledge of all on earth my heart held dear ; 
When ſhe can ſpare me I will gladly come, 
Follow thy ſummons to the awful tomb; 


Where we may reſt ſecure from ſtate and ſtrife, 


Where none will wiſh to part the man and wife. 
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TO MR. 4—. 


WHEN in our youthful ſportive days 
You uſed to read your ſprightly lays, 
And ſought applauſe, nor fought in vain, . 
For the lov'd offspring of your brain; 
I then was foremoſt in the tribe, 
Who liſten'd to the tuneful ſcribe ö 
The firſt who led the num'rous throng 
That flock'd to hear your playful ſong ; 
And ready with the laughing tram 5 
Who hailed Thalia's favourite ſwain. 
But now theſe joyous times are o'er, 
And that the fire will ſing no more; 
Come, liſten, ye whoſe ſouls can taſte 
The charm of muſic's ſweet repaſt ; 
His ſons? melodious ſtrains will prove 


The God has not withdrawn his love: 
Apollo 


POEMS. 197 


Apollo ſtill, from fire to ſon, 
Adopts his children as his own. 

Your days of fancy at an end, 
Receive from me, my worthy friend, - 
Such joy as I with truth can give, 
Which none but parents can receive, 
Who can, like you, with juſtice cry, 


„Look at my boys How bleſt am I!” 


T | LINES 


138 POEMS. 


LINES 


SENT WITH THE PRESENT OF 4 PURSE. 


UNLIKE fair Semele of old, 

I'd rather give, than take the gold. 

O had I but, like Jove, the pow'r 

To pour you down the glittering ſhow'r, 
This purſe a reſervoir you'd find | 


Capacious as your heart and mind. 


LINES 
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LINES 


-DDRESSED TO MISS DE CAMP. 
1799. 


SINCE once, by Hope and young Ambition led, 

Thou'ſt dar'd Parnafſus' ſacred ground to tread ; 

A youthful pilgrim at the muſes? ſhrine, 
Haſt woo'd with baſhful pray'r the ſacred nine: 
Say, did the joy with which the tuneful band 

| Receiv'd the offering from thy trembling hand 
—Soft ſmiles which graced Thalia's brow, 
While with delight ſhe fondly heard thy vow— 
Claim no freſh tribute from thy grateful heart, ö 
No glowing ardour to thy breaſt impart ? 5 
Art thou content, by bounteous nature grac'd 


With op'ning fancy and with early taſte, 


TY 
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To leave unmark'd thoſe treaſures of the mind, 
So highly priz'd, with youth and beauty join'd ? 
Art thou content, in theſe degenerate days, 
With caſual plaudits and capricious praiſe, 
Which oft'ner far await the pliant face 
Of dull buffoon'ry and of low grimace : 
Nor, fir'd by nobler emulation, ſtrive 
To keep the genius of the ſtage alive ? 
Tis true the town has long with pleaſure ſeen 
Thy active labours on the mimic ſcene ; 
Long known thee, form'd in — mould to pleaſe, | 
The poliſh'd child of elegance and eaſe, 
Give &en to ſimple parts of trifling merit 
A charm, unfelt before, of ſenſe and ſpirit; 
Long heard thy voice, when tender paſſions move, 
With liquid ſoftneſs melt the ſoul to love, 
Or oſt'ner {till each cheering power employ, 
Warb'ling the wood - notes wild of mirth and joy 
While thy bright eye, with true expreſſion fraught, 
Fills every pauſe of words with ſpeaking thought: 

| Yer 
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Yet theſe are minor aims 2 nobler fire 


Should fill thy breaſt, and warmer hopes inſpire; 
Should bid thee boldly ſeek the ſtar-crown'd height, 
Where Fame's proud altar ſhines ſupremely bright ; 
Nor fear the ſteep aſcent and ſlippery way, 

Each hour of toil, ſucceſs will well repay :— 

Write then again—nor let inglorious eaſe 

Chill the warm wiſh, and damp the pow'r to pleaſe ; 
Purſue the path where genius leads the way, 
Heedleſs what malice and what falſehood fay ; 
To Britiſh juries boldly truſt your cauſe, 

Who try by reaſon's rules and candour's laws: 
And as thy maſter's fil 2 judgment true 
Knows to diſtinguiſh where diſtindtion's due, 
Doubt not his ſage experience will correct 

Lach haſty blemiſh and each young defect; 

Till, by ſuch aid, thy muſe, matur'd at length, 
Shall give to female ſoftneſs, manly ſtrength : 
Well {kill'd her pow'r, her conſtant aim and end 
With taſte to poliſh, and with truth to mend; 
To 
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To laſh the vices of a thoughtleſs age, 

And place a faithful mirror on the ſtage : 

Be this thy taſk—to whom ſo well aſſign'd 

As one whoſe generous heart, whoſe ſpotleſs mind, 
Adorn each bumbler ſcene of private worth 

With virtues, which may ſhame the proudeſt birth? 
Thus ſhall thy friends behold fulfill'd in truth 15 
The faithful promiſe of thy early youth; 

And thus, to crown their wiſh, will all agree 


To view another Inchbald rife in thee ! 


SUNDAY. 
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SUNDAY. 


WRITTEN WHILE OUR ARMY WAS IN HOLLAND. 


PETITION TO THE LADIES OF GREAT BRITAIN. 


How ſhall my bold, preſumptuous mule 
Preſume that ardour to infuſe, 

Which Porteus, Wilberforce, and More, 
Vainly attempted to reſtore | 

In the fair daughters of our iſle, 

On whom ſo many bleſſings ſmile ? 

That ardour which depart to beauty 

Its ſofteſt charm—religious duty ; 

Which o'er pale ſorrow's ſuffering hour 
Beſtows a calm and ſoothing power, 


Improves and gilds each happier ſcene, 


With chaſten'd Joy and peace ſerene : 


Yet 
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Yet how can I expect ſucceſs, 

Or for my numerous wrongs redreſs ? 
For where ſuch eloquence could fail, 
"Tis almoſt hopeleſs to prevail. 


Still grieving for my fallen condition 


1 muſt prefer my ſad petition, 


Content, where wiſdom 's vain, to try 
The pow'r of humble poetry ; 
And ſure no heavy taik I lay, 

L aſk but one poor ſingle day; 

One day to God's high bidding given, 
Withdrawn from earth, beſtow'd on heaven : 
That day your feſtive crowds forbear, 
And make my rites your better care; 


Viſit not church from form and rule, 


As boys reluctant go to ſchool, 


But in God's temple mark my day, 


With true devotion humbly pray; 


Pray that repentance may efface 


The errors of a guilty race; 


And 
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And while each man ſo bravely fights, 
Bleeding to guard his country's rights ; 
Do you, before th' Almighty's throne, 
Mourn their tranſgreſſions and your own. 
Thus the day's greateſt duty done, 
The haunts of noiſe and riot ſhun ; 
Go not where pleaſure's votaries throng— 
The thoughtleſs crowd of gay and young; 
Go not where oft e' en hoary ſcers 
Diſgrace with ſhame their lateſt years: 
But happier far your hours employ 

Mid ſcenes of calm domeſtic joy 
With leſſons from the ſacred page 
Inſtruct your children's rip'ning age, 

And be in goodneſs, virtue, truth, 
Vourſelves examples to their youth: 
So ſhall the reign of diſſipation 
| No-mone to ruin lead this Nation; 
So ſhall our public woes decreaſe, | 
Mithin elt, Hand all be Prack! 
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On hearing ſome Gentlemen's Opinions on the im- 


portation of a certain French Milliner. 


1800, 


LADIES! I wiſh but to prepare ye, 

I' avoid the path that may enſnare ye; 

I wiſh, but with maternal care, 

To watch and guard each thoughtleſs fair: 
To famed Belinda's ſylph related, 

Though ſomewhat old and antiquated; 


And tho', perhaps, my heart's emotions 


| May ſeem but ſtrange old-faſhion'd notions, 


Truſt me, my preſcient power now ſhows 


What time hereafter may diſcloſe ;— 
With deep deſign and ſtudied art, 


Madame is come to play her part : 


Proficient in the ſceptic ſchool], 


And French philoſophy her rule, 


Under 
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Under the thin diſguiſe of gauye, 

She hopes to ſerve her maſter's cauſe ; 

And knowing that a taſte in dreſs 

Is thought your ſex's happineſs, | | 

She rears the modiſh ſtandard high, 

To captivate the female eye; 

And, while it ſeems her ſole intention, 

By every wile of French invention, 

To aid your native charms by art, 

Her aim is to corrupt your heart ; 

For ev'ry feather, cap, or bonnet, 

Has ſubtleſt poiſon ſprinkled on it, 

Which, like the ſerpent's ſting refin'd, 

Will with infection taint the mind, 

Make Vice's bold unbluſhing face 

_ Eclipſe each ſoft and timid grace, 

And teach our ladies to aſſume 

French impudence, with French co/tume. 
Nor are this Circe's ſchemes confin'd 

Only to work on womankind, | 
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She ſoars to a much higher plan, 


j 
: ; 

T* enthral that noble creature—man ! | 
1 


To lure him by her dangerous beauty 


From his allegiance and his duty: 


She tells him that religion's ties 
Are dreams to laugh at and deſpiſe; 


That loyalty 's a worn- out faſhion, 


Exploded quite by the Great Nation! 
That liberty of ev'ry kind 


| . 2 — yu 


i Should be the rule to guide mankind ; 
And if he wiſh to taſte a ſample, 
She 'll prove it by her own example. | 


But, Heaven be praiſed! the bait wor??? do, 


g Our men are to their country true, | | 
| And ſcorn een beauty's melting eye, 
When arm'd by Gallic perfidy : 
Our women too, when ſhewn their danger, 
| Will fly from this deceitful ſtranger ; 
\ And learn that mild and modeſt charms 


| Are love's moſt ſure, moſt potent arms: 
5 = Thus, 
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Thus, while to guard fair Freedom's laws, 
To prop their king's, their country's cauſe, 
The nobles energies inſpire 

Britannia's ſons with patriot fire; 

Her daughters, bleſt by beauteous nature 
With ev'ry grace of form and feature, 


Shall, with ſoft difidence, maintain 


Retiring Virtue's decent reign. 


QUEEN 


ay, 
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| QUEEN MAB'S ADDRESS 
1 To n1s ROYAL HIGHNESS 1E PRINCE or WALES, 


| : ON THE CHRISTENING OF HER ROY AL HIGHNESS 
THE PRINCESS CHARLOTTE. 


IN days of yore, as bards indited, 


The Fairies uſed to be invited, 


To gift the child in heart and mind, 
As they to good or ill inclin'd. 
The time was fix d, the gueſts were come, 
/ All met in the e hg wins 
When ſudden to the aſtoniſhed eyes, 
Drawn by her gilded butterflies, 
5 A radiant fairy form appear'd, 
Whoſe hand a tiny ſceptre rear'd, 
And, perch'd on Daſhwood's milkwhite plume, 


Diffus'd ambroſia's ſweet perfume z 
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»Twas Mab herſelf who ſtood confeſt, 
And thus th- admiring crowd addreſt ;— 

My preſence (tho? no card intreating 
« Was ſent me by the lord in waiting), 
As ſovereign of the elfin race, 
II come to claim my right and place ;— 
«© I come with many a preſent fraught, 
Such as ne'er mortal goſſip brought: 
And tho' Im never pleas'd ſo well 
As ſlumbering in the cowſlip's bell, 
e Yet now with joy I quit my pleaſures, 
To bring this babe my richeſt treaſures: 
And as in good old times of old, 
« Wiſdom was then preferr'd to gold, 
5 So ſhall her mind be firſt my care:.— 
e Of all the virtues ſhe ſhall ſhare; 
„And that thoſe virtues may ſubdue, 
In feature ſhe ſhall equal you /! 
All England ſhall, with longing eyes, 
** Behold her to perfection riſe ; 

« Shall 
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Shall ſee ſoft pity from her hand, 
Like dew deſcending, bleſs the land; 


cc 
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For poverty, with bended knee, 
Shall fear no ſtern rebuke from thee, 


Sweet babe !—O may this day impart 


Such joy to thy fond father's heart, 


That II —e'en I !—may ſhare a part 
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CRITICS! where'er enthron'd you fit, 


Stern arbiters of taſte and wit; 


Where'er from learning's licens'd ground 
You deal your awful thunders round ; 
To you, your ſentence juſtly dreading, 
And your molt lenient judgment nceding, 
I bow with earneſt ſupplicatiog, 


To deprecate your indignation : 


But if my pray'r thus humbly Rated, 


Ye ſtill, with claſſic pride elated, 
Declare I'm to no Muſe related; 
At all events, I here preſent ye 
Variety !—let that content ye: 
Whether in gay, or ſerious mood, 
I offer light or ſolid food; 


And try with many flavour'd diſhes 


Your appetite to meet my wiſhes. 


Here in a faithful glaſs you 'I find 
Each feature of the author's mind ; 


Each paſſion which, from youth to age, 


Mark the heart's progreſs ſtage by ſtage.— 
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The affection pure of wedded love 
That firſt, beſt bleſſing from above; 
A tender mother's dialen wen, 
3 by fate's untimely blow ; 

And friendſhip's bright, but ſteady flame, 
Glowing with conſtant warmth the ſame ; 
Religion's mild and ſacred power 

Sweet ſolace of affliction's hour! | 
And faith, which Keeps off hopeleſs gloom, 
Looks for pure bliſs beyond the tomb. 

For thoughts like theſe, tho? feebly painted; 

No critic's merey ſure is wanted; | 
For if the picture 's void of merit, 

If it want colour, ſtrength, or ſpirit, 

To remedy deſects of art, 

Th' impreſſion 's graven on my heart. 

But in this motley mixt collection, 

If ſome few trifles, gainſt objection, 

More loudly call for your protection; 

At which e'en candour's felf might ſtare, 
If penn'd in age's caſy chair 


(For 
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For I acknowledge we ſhould be 

At years of charter'd liberty, 

Whene'er on allegory's pinions 

We ſoar thro? fiction's wild dominions, 
And mortal cares attempt to ſmother 
With Cupid, and his gentle mother); 
Theſe trifles (ſince 'm at confeſſion, 

And muſt reveal each paſt tranſgreſſion) 
Theſe are, to own the honeſt truth, 

The tell- tale bantlings of my youth; 
Offspring of many a thoughtleſs year, 
When, free from ſorrow, free from care, 
{ wander'd life's delights among, 

Happy as gay, and gay as young; 

When gathering many a gaudy flower; 
From Fancy's variegated bower, | 

[ wove theſe wreaths, which, freſh and firs 
On youth's luxuriant auburn hair, 

Suit not, your ſupplant confeſſes, 

Sober age's ſilver treſſes. 
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Yet if theſe pleas will not excuſe me, 


And you determine to abuſe me; 
If {till inexorably harden'd, 
You do n't at once pronounce me pardor'd ; 


For laſt, and beſt, defence of all, 


My motzces to my aid I call 


Here l'm indeed a hoſt, not fearing 


Reviewer's frown, or critic's ſneering ; 
Here I defy the proudeſt he 

To laugh at my ſimplicity: 

For ſure, to aid embarraſs'd worth, 
From ſorrow's ſhade draw goodneſs forth, 
To eaſe fond parents* anxious fears, 

To guard their children's tender years, 
Virtue herſelf will plead my cauſe— 
Will crown me with good men's applauſe : 
Each Muſe propitious grant her love, 


Apollo ſmile, and you approve. 


FINIS. 


7. Daviſon, Printer, 
Lombard;ſtreet, Fleet-ſircet, 


e ee 


7 ys 2b * 
ES 8 
Ne e 


ER R. TTA. 


Page 25, laſt line, for Though, read Were, 


— 56, inſtead of the two laſt lines, read 
In the cook's art prov'd fo miſtaken, 


Jo fave my leg ſhe ſpoilt my bacon ! 
153, laſt line, for Mark, read Marks, 
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